RALPH    RASHLEIGH

imposed upon the convict classes, amongst which the long-
continued evil habits of the parents had produced an indif-
ference to virtue and an induration to vice, but this was his
first encounter with the living, human results. The night
wore on in a scene of growing indiscretion, until Rashleigh,
consigned to a distant corner of the cavern, saw the women
attach themselves to the men, to spend the night in the way
which their upbringing and heredity had taught them was
sensible and natural.

Despite his fatigue, sleep came hardly to him that night,
for he was oppressed with the sense of humanity befouled
and of ideals bedunged*
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